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Author's Notes: 

So this is something I've been working on for a bit, and I'm actually really proud of some of the descriptions in 
it. | wasn't sure about posting it, but | was convinced to, so here it is. I's actually based on a true story, and 
the main character is based on me. The dream he has is one of my own. Also, | own all the characters in this, 
since it's original. Any references to music or other musicians | do not own. As always, thank you to everyone 


for all the reads/reviews on all my other stories. Hope you enjoy :) 


‘Let me explain something about guitar playing. Everyone's got their own character, and that's the thing thats 
amazed me about guitar playing since the day | first picked it up. Everyone's approach to what can come out of six 
strings is different from another person, but its all valid" 

- Jimmy Page 


XXX 


Some may say Buck Deville is a dreamer, to which he'd say that he's not the only one. 


Buck Deville had aspirations, everyone knew. He had dreams, dreams he could get lost in if he thought about 
them too much. In these dreams, the theme was always the same - he was standing on a stage in the 
spotlight, Marshall stacks behind him as he shredded through an epic guitar solo. He would look up and he 
wouldn't be able to see the end to the crowd in front of him. 


Of course, these were only dreams. He could only wish he was as good of a guitar player in real life as he was 
in his fantasies. Sure, he could shred his way through a solo with ease, but he was no Jimi Hendrix or Steve 


Vai. Only in his dreams. 


Buck had another dream as well. Not all of his fantasies were all about being one of the best guitar players in 
the world, or standing in front of thousands of people and shredding. No, he had other things he wanted to do 


besides be a world-famous guitarist. 


He wanted to find an old guitar in a pawn shop and fix it up. An old, beat-up guitar with half the strings 
missing and the other half broken, with the body covered in scratches and dents, with the wires inside needing 


to be soldered to the pots - Buck wanted to find a guitar like that and give it a second life. 
And one day, he had finally found a guitar that looked like the one in his dream. 


Like always, he'd been in a pawn shop, one with all kinds of different objects being sold. Things people would 
bring in that they no longer had any use for now that the objects were old and half-broken. Things that people 
didn't realize that others, like Buck, sought out. He'd walked in and instantly grinned at the amount of guitars 


hanging from the ceiling rack. That was always a good sign 
But he wasn't interested in those guitars. 
He was interested in the one in the corner. 


He'd noticed it almost immediately. After his eyes had scanned over the guitars hanging from the ceiling, 
they'd fallen on the one in the corner, and he'd instantly smiled to himself before crossing the room to 


observe it. 


Most guitar players' dream guitars were shiny and new, with great strings and amazing intonation. Stage 
guitars, some may call them. Ones that a guitarist would be proud of, always telling others with a smug 
expression the story of obtaining the guitar. Buck Deville's dream guitar was old and beat-up, one that most 
guitarists would glance over and turn away with a shake of the head. One that most guitarists would look at 


and instantly think "there's no hope". 
But Buck always had hope for a guitar like that. 


It was an old Stratocaster with a dull, flaky coat of blue paint on its dented, scratched body. The pickups were 


damaged and corroded, and the bridge piece may have been a shiny silver at one point, but was now covered 


by a sheen of rust. The knobs didn't look too bad from the outside, but Buck could guarantee that the wires 
on the inside weren't in very good shape. There were only five strings, all rusted and just about falling off. The 
machine heads were covered in rust as well, and one had actually fallen off and was lying alone on the dusty 
red carpet. With wide eyes, Buck reached down and picked it up, turning it around in his hands as he scanned it 
with intrigue. 


His eyes moved back to the guitar as he put the machine head in his pocket. With a quick scan over its beat- 
up body once more, he picked it up, observing it with interest. He turned it over and peered down the neck - 

just as he expected, it was curved. It definitely needed a truss rod adjustment. Setting it back in its stand, he 
crossed his arms over his chest and stared at it for a long moment. He'd been imagining this moment for 


months, and now he was finally living it. 


"Man, no one's looked at that guitar since it came inl" a voice called out, and Buck turned to see the owner of 
the pawn shop standing behind the counter and looking at him with a smirk. "Thing's been here almost a year, 
but. mean, just look at it. Ain't no one who wants somethin’ like that. Come on! Ya can't even play the damn 
thing! Damn strings are all fallin’ off, and even if they weren't, you'd probably be sittin’ around for an hour 
tryin to Tune it" 


"How much d'ya want for it?" Buck asked, and the owner raised an eyebrow. 


"Ya sure ya want it?" he asked, crossing his arms. "Even the guy who brought it in said that there was nothin 


he could do with it, so | don't know what you'd be tryin’ to do." 
"| wanna fix it up." Buck told him. The owner gave him a look. 
"Ya sure?" he asked. "Didn't think it was possible. The hell d'ya think ya could do with it?" 


"Well, I'd swap out the pickups for newer ones.” Buck explained. "The bridge needs to be replaced too. The neck 
needs an adjustment, the strings need to be changed, the machine heads need to be replaced.it could probably 


use a new coat of paint as well. There's probably somethin’ | could do with the wires on the inside as well.” 


"Ya got high hopes for it, I'll give ya that." the owner said, laughing. "I'll give it to ya for fifty bucks. | don't 


know what ya can do with it, but ya seem to have it figured out" 


Buck reached into his pocket and grabbed his wallet, glancing back over at the guitar with a light grin playing 
on his lips. "Well, I've definitely thought about it” 


After paying for the guitar and chatting with the owner for a bit afterward, he found himself standing in 
front of said guitar and observing it once more. The owner had told him that there was no case for it, which 
Buck was fine with. He reached over and picked it up, holding and analyzing it once more. In his mind, he could 
see himself standing on stage in front of Marshall stacks, holding this guitar when it was fixed up and 
shredding on it for a crowd of thousands. 


Buck Deville may be a dreamer, but he knew that he wasn't the only one. 
With a grin, he dashed out of the shop, ready to start making his aspiration a reality. 


FIN 


